
CAPTAIN MARVEL and the WAR ON OLYMPIA 
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ANDJfflE-,WAR OF THE GODS/ 



SO.' POISOMHS 
THE NECTAR OF THE 
SOPS. ARE YOU, 
MARS? 



I nil w BATSON IS A Jgft 
SvPTONWI^- 1111 £| 



A'- -«'c 
HU»,CAP1AI« t > ^ 



PCOFESSOE CAMPBELL hflG BEEN 
/HAVING LECTURES PGOMOTl f*S 
PEACE FOE THE WOELP / 
IF ENOUGH GOOD MBH LIKE HIM 
KEEP WOEKIN6 FOR PEACE, THERE 
HEVER WILL BE ANOTHER. 



4 




Bur EVEN AS BILLY IS ON HIS WAV TO THE *i , 
PPOFESSOB'S OFFICE , A SRIM SCENE |S TAKING 
PLACE WlfHIN / 



YOU'RE ZAHTAtt, 
HEAP OF THE SOCIETy 
OF MAES / WHAT VO 
VOU U/ANT HEEE ? T"FOOLS 
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THE SOPS AWE PEACE , AKP AWES 
SSjS BMSHEpy 
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ADVERTISEMENT 




IN I94-& 
MCCORMICK SET 
A NATIONAL 
LEA&UE FIELDING, 

RECORD FOR 
FIRST SACKERS 

WITH AN 
ALMOST PERFECT 
AVERAGE 
OF .9^9. 
HE ACCEPTED 
1,284- CHANCES 
WITH ONLY 
ONE ERROR 

%<iW^- — ; 




THE PHILLIES' 
FANCY FIELDER HOLDS 
NATIONAL LEAGUE HONORS 
FOR MOST DOUBLE PLAYS 

• AT THE RECEPTION CORNER. 
'■ M c CORMICK'S RECORD — ISS 
DOUBLE PLAYS IN ISS GAMES 





^?HERE,'S ONE DISH THAT HAS 
A I.OOO A VERA <3E IN MY LEAGUE, " 
SAYS FRANK MCCORMICK, "—ITS WHSATIES. 
'BREAKFAST OF CHAMPIONS. ' A BIG BOWL 
OF THOSE WHOLE WHEAT FLAKES. WITH 
LOTS OF MILK AND FRUIT, MAKES A PERFECT 
BREAKFAST DISH. WHEATIES SEND 
MS OFF ALL SET FOR ACTION" 




. General lne. 



WITH MILK AA/O FRUIT 



WHIZ COMICS 




WHIZ COMICS 




WHIZ COMICS 




WHIZ COMICS 




WHIZ COMICS 




WHIZCOMiCS 




WHIZ COMICS 



I Wick y and Hopalong Team Up 




THERE were two rea- 
sons Wieky Burke fib- 
bed about his age to get a 
job as usher at the Palace 
Theater. First, he could use 
the extra spending money, 
and, second, there was a 
Hopalong Cassidy picture 
playing there and Wicky'd 
get to see his favorite cow- 
boy star just as often as he 
wanted to for free and get 
paid at the same time. Wicky 
thought it was the greatest 
job in the world and decided 
to devote his entire life to 
being a movie usher. 

This thrill lasted during 
the first three times he 
watched the picture, "Blaz- 
ing Guns." The fourth time, 
he began to get a little 
fidgety even with his great 
favorite, Hopalong. His feet 
were tired from so much 
standing and walking. He 
was getting a little headache 
from watching the flickering 
white screen. He found he 
wasn't nearly so excited 
when he knew everything 
that was going to happen 
next. 

, He began looking forward 
to the day when the picture 
would change, even though 
the new film was going to 
be a slushy, mushy love 
story. 

Wicky groaned when he 
thought that "Blazing Guns" 
still had three more days to 
run. 

That night his feet were 
heavy and his" body ached. 
He dropped into bed and fell 
asleep quickly. But it wasn't 
a restful sleep. All night 
long, horses kept thundering 
across his forehead and a big 



steer kept charging at him. 
The steer would get bigger 
and bigger as it got closer — 
big as an elephant — big as a 
house — big as a ball park ! 
And when Wicky tried to 
run his heavy feet wouldn't 
move at all. 

Finally, with the steer's 
hot breath right on his face, 
Wicky screamed and woke 
up. He was sweating and 
shivering. For a moment his 
heart stood still until his 
eyes got used to the familiar 
outlines of his room in the 
moonlight. 

He relaxed, but only for a 
moment. Then he was petri- 
fied again as b> really felt 
hot breath on his face. He 
thought, "The steer — it's 
really here !" " 

Then a long tongue licked 
his face and Wicky let out 
his breath. The "steer" was 
only his big dog, O'Shaw- 
nessy, who had crawled into 
bed beside his master. 

Wicky was so relieved to 
see his faithful, furry friend 
that he decided to ignore his 
mother's strict rule against 
having dogs in bed. He pat- 
ted O'Shawnessy and cud- 
dled up next to him to fall 
into a comparatively peace- 
ful sleep, although it was 
punctuated with a dream in 
which Hopalong Cassidy 
pointed a six-gun in his face 
and said, "Reach for the 
sky!", something that Hop- 
along did regularly along 
about reel five of "Blazing 
Guns." 

AS Wicky left home to go 
to work on the third 
day, O'Shawnessy naturally 



wanted to go along. Wicky 
ordered him to go home. The 
dog turned and plodded 
slowly back toward the 
house. Then when his mas- 
ter had turned the corner, 
he sniffed along after his 
footsteps at a safe distance. 

Wicky had been in uni- 
form only a few minutes 
when the commotion start- 
ed. Some children laughed, a 
woman screamed and the 
irate ticket-taker was bel- 
lowing, "Get that dog out of 
here !" 

Wicky saw a furry streak 
racing up the center aisle 
with the ticket-taker in mad 
pursuit. The boy raced down 
the side ajsle to head off the 
dog, grabbed him by the 
collar, and cried, "O'Shaw- 
nessy, you bad dog. You're 
not allowed in the movies." 

He hauled the dog into the 
lobby and to the front door 
shouting, "Go on home. 
Hurry up. Go home!" 

The red-faced ticket-taker 
looked at Wicky with suspi- 
cion. 

"Is that your dog, kid?" 
he asked. 

"Why — uh — no — of course 
not," stammered the young 
usher. 

,"You sure?" persisted the 
man. "I thought I heard you 
call him a name — Chauncey, 
or something." 

"Er — uh, what I said was, 
'Get gone, see!'" Wicky de- 
clared, crossing his fingers. 

"Hmmm!" said the ticket- 
taker, not much convinced. 
"If I see him around here 
again, I'll have the dog 
catcher on him !" 

Another worry! Wicky 

(Please turn to next page) 
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"POPS-CLE" PRODUCTS ARE 
MADE' BY SELECTED ICE CREAM 
MANUFACTURERS IN "APPROVED" 
CLEAN SANITARY PLANTS 
THROUGHOUT THE WORLD AND 
THEY ARE SOLD EVERYWHERE! 





SAVE THE BAGS 
GET SWELL PRIZES 

Grand gifts for bag* (or bag* and cash) from 
these products. 
Ice Cream On-A-Stiefc Bags are good too if 
they say "LICENSED BY JOE LOWE CORPO- 
RATION" end — "SAVE THESE BASS FOR 
GIFTS." 



THIS WONDERFUL "POPSICLE PETE* FUN 
BOOK" CHOCK FULL OF STORIES. TRICKS. 
PRIZES. HOBBIES. ADVENTURE, QUIZ. 
G-ET YOURS WHILE THEY LAST.' 

FREE PRIZE 
CATALOG 

It goes with the "POPSICLE PETE* FUN 
BOOK." It show* pictures of pmet given ju*t 
for saving bags (or bags and cosh) and tell* 
how many bags needed for each gift. 

EASY TO GET 

TO GET BOTH THE "POPSICLE PETE'FUN 
BOOK" AND PRIZE CATALOG JUST SEND 
A POSTAL CARD WITH YOUR NAME AND 
ADDRESS TO ' ' 



Popsiele Pete* 

60 1 W. 26th St.. Nsw York I, N. Y„ 
In Canada Address 
100 Sterling Road, Toronto 



T, M. 8«g U. S B a(. Off- LiK.ns.rf by Je« Low. Corp. 
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was pretty sure Q'Shaw. 
nessy would try to sneak 
back. 

AFTER he had ushered 
jn the early rush of peo- 
ple and there was a little 
slack, Wicky tried something 
new. He stood with his back 
to the screen. This way the 
silvery light didn't hurt his 
eyes. But he could still tell 
what was happening from 
the talk and the sounds. The 
roaring hooves of stamped- 
ing cattle, the bark of six 
guns, and along about reel 
five, the indomitable Cas- 
sidy saying to the Black 
Rustler, "Reach for the sky!" 

The young usher found 
that cv«n the dialogue and 
noises were getting on his 
nerves, but there was no 
esqape from them. Near the 
screen or far from it, the 
sounds filled the theater. 
Even in the far corner, over 
by Exit 13, he could hear 
clearly. In fact, some sort of 
sound pocket there played a 
trick so that the voices 
seemed even nearer. Wicky, 
standing there, had nearly 
jumped out of his skin when 
a voice that seemed right at 
his elbow declared, "Reach 
for the Sky I" For a moment, 
he thought Hopalong was 
talking to him. 

The hours dragged on. He 
had a notion to quit, saiary 
or no salary. Too bad he 
couldn't have seen what was 
happening at. that very mo- 
ment at the main entrance. 

Two unsmiling men in 
snap brim hats had ap- 
proached the ticket-taker. 
They had no tickets. One of 
them flipped his open palm 
so the doorman could see a 
flashing badge. The other 
held, out a small photo. "See 
anybody go in that looked 
like this?" he asked. 

The ticket man nodded. 
"Why?" he asked, huskily. 

Barely opening his mouth, 
one of the detectives Said, 
*'Jt*s Butcher Boy Ganz. 
Escaped con. Armed. Dan- 
gerous. A killer!" 



The doorman nearly faint- 
ed. "Don't say anything," 
the other sleuth warned. 
"We've got to pick him 
up quiet. He might start 
shootin'. Hurt somebody. 
Start a panic. We been tailin' 
him — thought he migbt've 
ducked in here. We'll go in 
an' try to spot him." 

■RUT Butcher Boy Ganz 

■ had other ideas. At that 
moment he was approaching 
a freckle-faced usher who 
stood with his back to the 
screen. "Hey, sonny, where's 
the men's room?" he asked. 

Wicky started to tell him 
when he felt cold metal 
pressing against his neck. 
The con gritted, "This ain't 
a water pistol, kid. Now 
show me how to unfasten 
that exit door over there. 
Exit 13. Quick!" 

Pushed by the gun, Wicky 
led the way toward Exit 13. 
He took one frightened look 
at the fearsome face of the 
gunman and without think- 
ing, blurted, "You— you're 
the gangster — Butcher Boy 
Ganz!" 

"Quiet!" hissed Ganz. "So 
you're a smart punk, hey ? 
Know who I am. hey? May- 
be you're too smart to be an 
usher. Maybe I'll take such 
a smart punk right along 
with me when I go. Yeh — I 
think that's a good idea." 

Wicky 's knees shook. Now 
he was sure the gunman 
meant to take him for a ride. 
They stood before Exit 13. 
Wicky's quivering hands 
fumbled with the door latch. 
How dull the sounds of the 
screen drama sounded, com- 
pared to this real-life drama. 
He listened to the screen 
sounds and thought he'd be 
willing to look at the same 
movie a million times if he 
could only get out of this 
spot alive. 

"Quit gtalliri'l Open the 
door"," gritted Butcher Boy. 

Wicky turned suddenly, 
eyed the gun, then looked 
behind Butcher Boy. "Offi- 
cer Flaherty!" he cried. 



"Whew, It's good you got 
here in time. Better drop 
your gun, Butcher Boy!" 

The convict eyed Wicky 
steadily, laughed bitterly, 
"You might work that old 
'look-behind-you' gag on 
your kindergarten pals, son- 
ny," he said, "but quit stall- 
ing me or I'll-™" 

"Reach for the skyl" The 
voice boomed behind Butch- 
er Boy Ganz, full of, author- 
ity. His gun clattered to the 
floor as he raised his hands. 
Wicky scrambled for the 
fallen gun and held it ner- 
vously. It was a full five 
seconds before the gangster 
realized he'd been fooled by 
Hopalong Cassidy's voice 
from the screen. 

Then in a rage he rushed 
at Wicky who was too 
scared to pull the trigger. 
But a furry flash, streaking 
out of the darkness, ran be- 
tween Butcher Boy's legs 
and sent him sprawling. The 
crash-bang brought the two 
detectives on the run and 
they had the gangster hand- 
cuffed in a matter of minutes. 

The ticket-taker eyed 
O'Shawnessy wrathfully. 
"That dog again!" he snort- 
ed. "This time he goes right 
to the pound. ' Right to the 
pound." 

Wicky looked at .one of 
the detectives, pleadingly. 
The sleuth responded. "We'll 
take the dog," he told the 
doorman. "Official custody. 
.Material witness." 

Then, so fast you'd hardly 
notice it, he winked at 
Wicky. 

The next day Wicky was 
no longer working at the 
theater. He was too busy 
clipping the story of his 
heroism and the pictures o( 
him and O'Shawnessy out *f 
the newspapers. 

THE END 

Watch for another Wicky 
and O'Shatvnessy adventure 
in next month's Whit 
Comics. 
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CONDUCTED BY 
CROUCHED. K.C0NK,Q.O.C. 
(QUEER OLD COOT) I 



ULTUPE CORNER 



HOW TO KEEP 
YOUR SOX UP 



I USING A ROPE 15 A GOOD 
ilJWAY TO KEEP UP TH£T 
SHOCK1NG STOCKING, 
BUT IT'S NOT \ 



-BECAUSE IN A FEW YEARS 
YOU'LL LOOK LIKE THIS IF 
THE ROPE SHRINKS... I ■ 



I AND USING GLUE IS 
TOO SICFff. IT ALWAYS 
(A£lTS,«.ENE»iRYOU 
TAKE A BATH, AND 
LETS YOUR SOX FAIL* 
IN THE Tl 




CHOCK YOUR BLOCK UlllH 
WISDOM BY READING 

THE CULWRB CQRNERl 
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MR. <3REEL 
IS RISHT, 
SAM / THIS 
IS THE ONLY 
UNINHABITED 
HOUSE. 
TOWN] 



UNINHABITED? WSI.L, NOW, 
TH AT ALL DEPENDS/' >•,,••< 

I TELL VOU, T CAA/'T 
IT'S TRUE./ ■S.iPO THAT 
OLD MR, (3REEL] TO f»/ 
RENTED THIS / WE'VE 
HOUSE TO A S eOT 
COUPLE OP 
HLJMAKfS /J HAVE 



WE'VE BEEN DIS- ^ 
POSSESSED FROM. 1 
ONE HAUNTED HOUSE I 
AFTER ANOTHER / * 
THERE ISN'T ANYPLACE 

FOR US TO SO 

T SAY WE SWOt/£,0 
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I HAPPEN TO KNOW OLD 
MR. SREEL IS DYING 
TONIGHT/ ANY FOOL KNOWS 
THAT AN EARTH BOUND 
GHOST CAN CHEH-HEH 
INHABIT" THE BODY OF 
SOMEONE RECENTLY DE- 
FARTED.-,. THAT'S ONE, 
POWER IBIS FORGOT TO 
TAKE FROM US.' 



LATER, IN THE MORTUARY WHERE THE BODY 
OP THE LATE MR. ©REEL IS LYING/ 



WHO'D HAVE 
THOUGHT HE WOULD 
HAVE DIED SO 
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HOW joes dODY^ 



FAME SHAME 




I Con Make YOU a New Man, Too, 
in Only 15 Minutes a Day! 



If YOU, like Joe, have a body 
that others can "push around"— 
if you're ashamed to strip for sports 
or a swim — then give me just 15 
minutes a day! I'll PROVE you 
can have a body you'll be proud of, 
packed with red-blooded vitality! 
'Dynamic Tention." That's the 
secret! That's how I changed my- 
self from a spindle-shanked, scrawny 
weakling to winner of the title, 
"World's Most Perfectly Devel- 
oped Man." 

"Dynamic Tension" 
Does It! 

"Dynamic Tension" only 
es a day, in the privacy of 
your own room, you quickly begin 
to put on muscle, increase your 
chest measurements, broaden your 
back, fill out your arms and legs. 
Before you know it, this easy, 



NATURAL method will make you 
a finer specimen of REAL MAN- 
HOOD than you ever dreamed you 
could be! You'll be a New Man! 

Thousands of fellows have used 
my marvelous system. Read what 
they say — see how they looked 
before and after — in my book, 
"Everlasting Health and Strength." 

SendNOW for this book— FREE. 
It tells all about "Dynamic Ten- 
sion," shows you actual photos of 
men I've turned from puny weak- 
lings into Atlas Cham- 
pions. It tells how I 
can do the same for 
YOU. Don't put 
it off! Address me 
personally: Charles 
Atlas. Dept. 827, , 
115 East 23rd St., 
New YorklO, N.Y. 



re-. 




CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 827, 
115 East 23rd St., New York 10, N.Y. 

t mini the Tiruuf that your system of "Dynamic 
11 htlp make u New Mar. of me - 
ive me a healthy, huaky uody and biB muscu- 
iv development. Send me your free book. 
Everlasting Health and Strength." 



(Please print or write plainly* 



mv. 



WHAT A H/T/ 




NOW FOR A 



They're lops/Cootttes mode 
with BABY RUTH/ 
Buy 'em or 
Bake 'em.' 

RECIPE OU EVERY WRAPPER 



CpOOCi Fllll * ' f ' s a good old American custom; to relax with the gang and 
enjoy a tempting ' ' bar. The minute you bite into 

that chewy, delicious candy, you know it's the besf you can buy. 

{lOOCl FOOd • Y °u need lots of energy to keep up with the team. Baby Ruth 
candy is rich in dextrose, the sugar your body uses directly for 
energy ... contains other vital ingredients, too. 



CURTiSS CANDY COM! PAN V ■ Producers of Fine Foods • CHICAGO 13. ILL. 



